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I. 


... dancing in stillness 


After Eye Surgery and a Broken Leg 


Friend, who made this crippled day 
Green and blue 

Rather than sombre grey, 

I’ve come to you. 


Could anyone else have thought of 
A world walled in stone— 

You, I, in its center, 

Two gladly alone? 


Lord, shepherd, leader, 
Oh, lend to my hazy eye 
A lambent vision 

To read the present by! 


Azalea Festival 


(Norfolk, Virginia) 


In this body where spring should be only a memory 
The riotous azaleas sprawl over wooded islands 
And dogwood glimmers like a dream of snow. 
Tree trunks fan out mirrored in the tidewater. 


In this body, wrinkled, far from April’s prime 
The mockingbird sings from the wild crab apple; 
Tulips march in their red and yellow files, 

And all my landscape’s a hurrah of bloom. 


Why do you spill out joy so recklessly, 

More welcome than green rain across a desert? 
And yet why do IJ ask? Let the wind blow 
Scented with mercy and lilacs endlessly. 


Childhood 


(Lake Geneva, Wisconsin) 


Let us go back again to the tiger lilies, 

The front porch swing squeaking in the summer night, 
And even further back to the pink and yellow roses, 
Raspberries, and the old pump spurting silver. 

Let us go back to the beach and the father swimming 
In the cold water where the pebbles hurt; 

The lady’s slipper in the bird sanctuary; 

The lake and the bunting at its edge; 

The candles burning on the Christmas tree 

And the buffet decked with grapes and oranges, 

The afternoons on the grass under the leaves of June 
While the radio talked on the other side of the wall; 
The child’s fingers picking the bright nasturtiums, 

Or dusting the endless rungs of the aunt’s stair; 

At the wake, a cousin forgetting, calling the dead 

To come from the kitchen and rest. 


Did they exist, or did I dream they happened? 
Give me the key to enter the real world 
Where everything is always what it seems. 


Dancing in Stillness 


In sculpture chaste as was their love 
Two guard a convent door— 

St. Clare, Francis. The nuns look out, 
Half guess what their dance is for. 


These cousins turn within my head 
And bend in poplar grace 

Though motionless to passersby, 
In time, in Time, not space. 


Snow falls, dawn drops purple scarves; 
Rain strokes with silver glove. 

The pair perform in perfect step 

That waltz composed by love. 


Dead in Venice 


In New Hampshire red ribbons mark the trees for death. 


The shadow of my veil blows in the wind. 
I am walking this road five hundred years from now. 


The hands of the maple gather summer’s light. 
A bird named Boeing feels its way through clouds. 


Who dyed the west so blue, if it is the west? 
That elm’s serrated blade could cut a dream. 
The pine tree grows at its tip, like me: 

Old trunk, branch ends April green. 


I think of Pound and Stravinsky dead in Venice, 
Their music drowned by San Michele’s waves. 
“What thou lov’st well. . .” Silence their heritage. 


Are those tears on the ground, frozen in the quartz? 
Red ribbons wound the innocent Sunday’s peace. 


(1973) 


The Feast of the Sacred Heart 


I will be yours in the way that roses are, 
Heavy with August rain or warm with sunlight. 
I will yield fragrance through the quiet night, 
Be cool against the cheek; or better still 

I will accept you as the sea accepts 

Snow falling into its grey-green expanse 

Till there is neither you nor I but we 

Waiting for sun to drink us back again. 


Good-bye 


Let us not sorrow for brevity, 

The tanager flown from the wild pear tree— 
Enough that we salvage a burning feather 
To waken the hearth in a birdless weather. 


Hokku 


I. 
Interim 

Pain, stop a moment. 
The barberry spikes lie still 
On the autumn air. 

II. 

Lago del cor 

The “lake of the heart”: 


Reflected dogwood trembles 
At a sudden fear. 


My Lost Snapshots of Rome 


The grave of Keats, whose name was writ in water, 
The blue-filled arches of the Coliseum, 

Saint Anselm’s, and Bernini’s collonade, 

The Spanish steps cluttered with tourist traps— 
My snapshots lost in a photo firm’s back room 
Or drugstore cabinet. And yet, some day, 
They may appear, my souvenirs of Rome, 

Just as, some distant or quite near tomorrow, 
The old beloved hours may still turn up 

So shining and so wonderful that I, 

Desolate now, shall not regret the loss 

That at this moment sings a vacant song. 


Medusa 


Crumpled upon her rock she slept, lost ina dream 
Of waves that turned to horses in the sun, 
Shaking the sea’s blood from their snowy manes. 
Then came a cry wilder than gull’s scream. 
Her blurred grey eyes stared upward into dawn 
To find the source. Her hair, thick tangled skeins 
Limp as a pile of dusty chariot reins, 
Leaped angrily. 

Safe from the spell of stone, 
Perseus invisible flew around her head, 
Till mirrored in the brazen shield it shone, 
That wonderful face no love could now redeem. 
One stroke: the mortal gorgon fell back dead. 
Even her murderer, seeing how she bled, 
Wept at the fallen head’s divided stream. 


Metaphor from Isaiah 


“You have folded up my life like 
a weaver who severs the last thread.” 
—Isaiah 38:13) 


It is over 

The scenes where 

The nights when 

The hands that 

The fears which 

And I lie in your hands, 

A cloth that the weaver has finished. 


Natural Heart 


“T will give you a new heart and place a new 
spirit within you, taking from your bodies your 
stony hearts and giving you natural hearts.” 

Ezechiel, 36:26 


Give me a heart that resonates to sorrow, 

Beats fast when autumn wind 

Blows old wrappings of trees 

Against my face in the slow-dying day. 

Give me a heart that hears 

When grief talks to itself. 

I need no lump of stone 

But a heart that can bleed. 

Better tears of blood than coldness to pain. 
O’Casey’s women cried out against stony hearts. 


Keep your promise to Ezechiel: 
Put a natural heart in my inhuman breast. 


Prayers 


I. 


Help me think of the stars 
And the endless sea, 

The curve of polar snow 
(Icon of eternity) 


Hear roses grow, 

Cup the light 

Poured from the pitcher of sun 
Held by the arm of night, 


Ride the wind 

Over peaks that wear 
Garlands of sunset clouds 
In a soundless air. 


Where there is joy, let me double it, 
Halve the pain. 

Let me be near and comforting 

As rain. 


IL. 


You are the Lord of the peace of the rain, 
Give me peace; 

The Lord of the peace of wind over grain, 
Bring release; 

Of the weight of light on a summer plain. 
Let my trouble cease. 

In this pale grey-green light of early March, 
After the rain and before the sun, 

Let my pain be done. 
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Pilgrim on Crutches 


Greyfriars singing 

As homeward they hurry: 
“Don't weary, don’t weary,” 
Their leader cries— 

Or so Zeffirelli 

Depicts them, merry 
Why must I carry 

Not tunes but sighs? 

My roots, Trecento. 

I owe my master 

A dance that is faster, 

To flutes within. 

O Bernadone, 

Set the measure 

As treasure to treasure 
We lift our hymn! 


The Turtle 


The world proceeds from sun to sun, 

Its beltway Space, while retrospect 
Refines my view of follies done 

And words that left a friendship wrecked. 


Errors. Yet samite wraps their pain 
Since hands of mercy weave the pall. 
Mermaids who, heaving, part the grain 
Arrive, like nymphs who need not crawl. 


Winter Retreat (1980) 


Not in garlanding May 

When wrens trill, and catbirds spill 
Borrowed song along the spray, 
But in grey December’s gloom 
You lay against the brittle hay 
Brightening Judea’s hills, 


Why then, O Lord, should I, 

Bleaker than December, 

So much as bat an eye 

That you waited through my August 

For the time of embers 

To bring my heart its “perfect summer’s day”? 


II. 


of ghosts and their conjurers 


Basic English 101, Norfolk State University 


It was more than an English class— 

The loneliness that lived in Michael’s eyes 
(“Growing up, I had no one to talk to”); 
Edward’s nine years in jail, dimming the sun 
That used to be his smile; 

Ann, quieter than the reflecting pool 

Where lotus interrupt the solitary mallard: 
Vanessa, with that crimson beauty mark 

(A tiny crescent on her dark, smooth cheek), 
She who had stepped on sorrows to arrive 
At the green-gold of April’s festival. 


Each was a separate world, sending out signals, 
And someone in me whom I had forgotten 

Sent them back answers through the starless void. 
Which ones got A, which B? The years 

Erase the marks in my neat record book: 

That English course, more basic than we knew, 
Where spring knocked gently on the window. 
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Blind Stars and Olive Trees 


On the red velvet of his royal tunic 

The golden sphinxes glared at one another. 
The metal leaves, burnished, clung to his hair— 
A mockery of Apollo, like his eyes. 

Jocasta dead, four children motherless, 

And Creon trying not to show his joy. 

Could he go back, across the treacherous questions, 
To ignorance, would anything he found 

Be worth it? Time enough to think of that 
Along the silence of the open road, 

Blind stars and olive trees for company. 


Bernard 


Do you remember, brother, that night 

When we as children walked home from the movie 
Wondering as we crossed the park 

Who would die first, Mother or Dad? 

The sidewalk cut the dark like a diagonal scar. 


When Mother died, you tried to jump into the grave. 
When Dad died, you didn’t come at all. 


Why do I ask you now if you remember? 
You are out of earshot, with the rest of the dead. 


Diary: Christmas Eve on an Island 


“Frost. At the full tide, sliver of a moon. 

Clear front. Near Willows Cowpen, raised a buck 
But missed. Ring-neck, Greenhead, and Black. 
Nicholson shot a small raccoon. 

Spooking for deer we saw 

A flock of Mallards rise up from the slough. 

Cal got a grey squirrel with his twenty-two. 
Good acorn crop. A second wild boar killed, 

This one by Tom. He blew a shot at a fine gilt 


On Hell Hole Road, fatter than most. Sharp cold. 
A fire of cedar driftwood, palmtree fronds. 

The ice an inch thick on the ponds. 

Coffee. On the south causeway, dropped 

A very pregnant sow, 

Hit her in hind leg, then shot off her jaw. 
Towards noon we doubled on a wounded doe 
And finally had to knock her on the head 

Even after her throat was cut. God, how she bled. 


A charging pig in North End, killed by Hall. 

Ocean Pond: Gadwell, Blue Bill, Hairy Head; 

Hog Pond: too late—that flash of red 

Turned out a blackbird, not a teal. 

Sheepshead and trout 

Tight frozen in the creek. Must have dug out 

Five hundred pound. Once, close to twenty coot 
Scattered before we had a chance to aim. 

No fellowship like that of hunters after winter game. 


Could see no ducks at all in Rockets Pond. 

Jump shot, a gobbler. Hooded Merganser— 

Made a devil of a whirr. 

Among the dunes of Barron Beach we found 

A bottle with a note; 

Three years ago at Hilton Head some tourist wrote 
Name and address and sent it out to float. 

A crippled boar hog west of Spider Ridge. 

Gathered some berried holly near the broken bridge. 


14 


At dusk we chose a pine, chopped it in two 

And dragged it to the house. Stuck in the door. 
We had to lop it three feet more. 

It was a trick to get it through. 

Set up, the bole 

Fit to the ceiling. Pine cones wrapped in foil 

For trim, sand dollars, every kind of shell.” 

The marshes echoed with the hunters’ mirth 

As all night long they celebrated death, not birth. 


Footnote to Canto 74 


“T count none but sunny hours” 
(Sundial in garden of EP’s 
Wyncote home). 


But at Pisa 
He counted the others, and wept. 


For Gregory Corso 


That night of Allen’s party you told my fortune 
With your Tarot packs from Egypt and India, 
And I told yours, making up luck to suit 

The lines of your life, that they fall in pleasant places; 
Then you rang out the Chinese coins for me. 
We were Franciscan both, and we both knew it. 
When you returned to Arizona, brother, 

To your Indian woman in the Southwest flat, 
You wrote (I have the letter safely saved). 
Sometimes your poem “Battle of San Romano” 
Comes back to haunt me in the airplane seat 

Or drifting off to sleep. And do you, Gregory, 
Think of me, too, in your far eagle’s nest? 


The First Allens at Claremont 


Night after night 

You walked from the river 
Through the lane of lindens 
Up the spiral staircase 
Leading to bed. 


Night after night 

You thought of England’s Surry, 
Of that other Claremont 

Where a queen would flourish 
After you were dead. 


Turned to look backward 
While Aries lasted 

At bright crepe myrtles 
Blooming near the water, 
Climax of the view. 


Down in the village 
The gold light lingered; 
Indians murmured, 
Stared at your splendor, 
Fiercer than you knew. 


Old World behind you, 
New World within you, 
Young Allen couple, 
Standing there to dream, 
Leaning on each other, 
Hearing Death paddle 
Steadily 
steadily 
steadily 
upstream! 
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Friend 


You stand at the edge of my life holding darkness off. 
You are there, an invisible wall. 
Beat, beat on the wall, 
Forces of night! 
I know I can call 
And suddenly, like summer, 
All will be right. 


Once you were nowhere, at least for me. 

Now you are here 

Between my heart and fear. 

Though in space you are more than a thousand miles away 
I feel you near. 


Beat, beat on the wall, 
Forces of night! 
What can you do, when I know 
The secret of light? 


Incident at Babylon 


(“I can see four men walking about freely in the heart 


of the fire and the fourth looks like a son of the gods.” 
Daniel 3:92) 


Shadrach, Abednego, Meshach, and one more 
Who walked through fire 

With a face of separate light, 

Heard unmoved the pipes and flute, 

Harps and lyre. 


Nebuchadnezzar named 

The other three 

But that stranger, the fourth singer 
Aflame within the flame— 

Who was he? 


Indian Lament 
(Dvorak) 


She is gone to tangle her hair with the roots of the lotus. 
She is quieter now than the linden in the gray 
Preamble to storm... and he, my son and my hunter, 
Has given his hard, resilient flesh to the crow. 

Only I am forbidden to go— 

I alone cannot go. 


The tumult of mourning comes up like a summer tornado. 
Twisting and conelike, it winds me about with its roar. 
Beyond come the deer to drink at the river but bring me 
No lust of pursuit as before— 

O happy before! 


I will stay by the riverbank listening, watching the current, 
Holding the arrow plucked out of my hunter’s heart, 
And wait till the whispered chimes of her summons draw 
me 

And scarcely breathe till I hear the crunch of his heel. . . 
They will come for me here where I kneel, 

Where in sorrow I kneel. 


Medea’s Arrival at Athens 


What was there for her in that capital of mind, 
She whose passion raced a river of fire, 
Drowning her rival on the wedding day, 

Who chose a husband’s rage over clinging arms 
Of children? Exile in Athens, cool 

And glittering in the hardness of the sun, 

A stranger there behind invisible bars. 


Colchis, where the sleepless dragon roamed 
Through palace gardens under the luminous cloud, 
The scenes of her girlhood before Jason came, 
Memories only underscoring sorrow. 

Would bitterness turn to remorse, as age drew on? 


She stepped from the chariot, pulled at her slain young, 
Brushing away the tears from stony cheeks. 
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Michael Macklin’s Mother 


Somewhere in Tennessee 

She waits for the phone to ring 

While in Virginia he counts precious coins 
That buy the stichomythia of their love. 

He is a football player. She was once 

As slim and fancy as the sweetest lady 

He roams the campus with. She sends her pain 
To him across the endlessness of wire, 

While their three minutes last. The stereo, 
Her Christmas gift, plays Lean on Me. 


“Please write and tell her I am doing well.” 


The teacher promises his earnest eyes. 


Mirror for Ghosts 


The room is full tonight of invisible things— 

Words unsaid or once said or still to have their saying. 
They flutter through the silence in nervous rings, 
Making a sound of leaf-fall, or Carmelites praying. 


What if the first were spoken? What would you hear? 
Only the jangled prisms? Silver elves singing? 

Or the real words so long imprisoned deep, 

Looking up through bars at their sister-songs winging? 


What if the next returned? Would you know them? 
Counsel spoken under the broken poplar shadows, 

A quiet walk down an autumn-bright road, 
Confidences interchanged facing the August meadows. 


But these are ghosts, or half-ghosts. What of the third? 

If the unborn took shape in air like raindrops, though clearer, 
Friend, would you bid them welcome with a smile, 
Holding a future love up to them like a mirror? 


Pilgrim of the Future 


It was dawn in the heart of China, the first day 
Of the new year. Father Teilhard knelt 
In the little chapel for a minute praying, 
Then turned back to his unbelieving colleagues. 
The men looked up at him impassively. 
“My dear friends.” How his heart rushed out to them! 
It was no stone, despite his name, he gave them, 
Pierre Teilhard de Chardin—rather, bread. 
“We here begin the year God gives us. 
He has a different face for each of us. 
Yet, we are men. None can escape His hand 
That stretches over all. May He unite us, 
Both with each other, and those far away 
Whose love has followed us across the water. 
May God perfect our common dedication 
And bless our work.” 

The Holy Mass began. 
They felt, watching their Jesuit that morning, 
The whole earth was his altar: that he lifted 
All flesh to Heaven when he raised the Host, 
All deaths to Heaven when he raised the Blood. 


Their priest traveled before them over Asia, 
Into the future where no foot had trod. 

They followed in his steps, his pilgrim brothers, 
Knowing his heart held dialogue with God. 
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Poem Bound to Be Misunderstood 


You, the land I used to think I lived in— 

No mystery, familiar as a leaf. 

Now, you re remote as mountains on the moon, 
Oceans where catspaws wink 

Fighting those stars I always felt were shining 
Over your fields and lakes and glens, my home. 


Is it too late to go exploring? 

Yes, very likely. 

Distances widen in a sunset light, 

And anyway, I have another country. 
Yet I miss you 

As I venture into day disguised as night. 


Stranger and friend, all tenses 

In the end are one. 

You cannot disavow what once you were. 
Your landscapes buried under fifty years. 
Await apocalypse, the final change. 


A Poem to Be Written 


My father, one day I will put your gentleness into a poem— 
Your strong calloused hands 

And the thin gray hair you liked to have me comb. 

Your corncob pipe will be there 

And the songs you used to sing 

(“Old Lady Kinney got skinny, got skinny, 

Got skinny, got skinny on Saturday night.”) 


It is too soon yet. I cannot see for tears. 
But some day there will be a poem for you. 
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Richard Cory 


Why did he kill himself? 

Because the night was calm, 

The time was summer; 

Because the malady of life is fatal 
(Even rich men find no cure); 

Because all kings must lose their crown, 
Whether by abdication or by theft. 
Poor Richard, knowing he had nothing left 
But that long kiss 

Of Whitman’s “strong deliveress,” 

Put cold metal to his forehead, then 
Let the ironic gun speak its Amen. 


Siena College 


I wish you had been there, e. e. cummings, 

When Father Charles taught the song of flowers 
You wrote to celebrate your mother’s heaven. 

He made your mother his, then made her ours 

As Francis did with every friar’s mother. 

His words (your father’s hands) were gentle, strong: 
They whispered love among the blackred roses. 
We stood beside your father, till the song 
Dissolved in sunlight, and the garden, he, 

And each of us bowed low in courtesy. 

I wish you could have heard him, e. e. cummings. 
He built no fragile heaven for room 

Where she is now—rather, a sunlit Eden 

With rootless roses constantly in bloom. 

Deeper and taller than the tallest rose 

A dream of her sprang up to light the way 

Out of our classroom into common day. 
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A Sister Meditates 


In Evanston, she looks at her watch, 

Moves the lawn chair out of the sun, 

Counts misty mushrooms in the sky’s wide garden. 
Coltranian chords shimmer from next-door’s open window. 
An hour to pray for peace, herself the channel. 

But with the heat, clovery grass, sweet william, 

The brushing of a low-hung cherry branch 

Against her hair, she drowses. Head down, head up, 


head down. . . 


Behind spiky guards (cacti) the crowd climbs: 

A desert flower, covered by monstrous hornets 
Drops of blood scatter, 

Shine in the tragic sun, 

Dry to clots smaller than nailheads. 

Hammers of light pound the blood 

Into grim stones which do not, as promised, cry out. 
At three, the angry earth will have its chance to scream. 
Crucified, the worm writhes for hours 

Till a storm flashes black-green light. 


From the twentieth century, a plane 

Flies back to Calvary, drops its poison vial. 
A jet of wind diverts the drop towards Mars: 
Crimson fireworks in the tomb of space. 


His heart, nuclear-strong, 
Wakes in the body wound about with linens, 
Now forever burned by radiation. 


The scene changes to a coast strewn with bones, 

No, rather, what had been bones. 

Dream voices chant, “Give us darkness, give us death.” 
Counter voices: “Life, peace.” 

It shifts again: a child throws a scrap 

Of numbered lead; it splits the air, falls ofi the grass. 
His mother hands it back as if it were a rose. 


In the yard, the noon dances to Mozart’s music. 
She wakes, feeling His gaze upon her. 


“It is in dying we are born.” Calmly 
She rises to die. 


Waiting Outside the Classroom at 
SUNY, Buffalo, for Robert Creeley 


What are you teaching, Robert, 
Stocking-capped, printing Botticellian sprays 
On the green blackboard? 

Olson, or old Provence? 

Or Koré, Kore’ 

Playing a double flute 

Led by goat men 

Through the dark wood? 

Down the hall Myles Slatin 

Who knew Pound also. 

What will we say 

When the seminar is over 

Though it should have ended an hour ago? 
I want to tell you 

I am for you wholly 

But most likely 

I won't be able 

To let you know. 


“The Watercress Girl” 
—after the televised A. E. Coppard story 


Tragedy is after all a homely thing: 

The dawn one thought would never come again, 
The daily setting out of cups and plates, 

The stitching of worn fabrics by the fire 
(Ashes from the holocaust of desire). 

“Mary,” he says to her who maimed his love, 
“Frank,” she replies to him who threw her off, 
And they go on, who said they never would. 
For watercress is no exotic herb, 

And life itself is quite a humble matter. 
Coppard lay bare its withered agony, 

And how the pain-instructed spirit copes. 
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Theatre of Dionysius, Athens 


Some nights, ghosts sit on the stone benches, 

After the tourists have gone to their rich hotels. 
Moonlight gilds the skena, like a patina. 

They watch as the dead dancers move in the ring 
Begging the tyrant to save the stricken city. 

No louder than rustling leaves the applause. 

When the clouds drift out to sea, they drift with them. 
Though I have not seen, I believe. 

“Call no man fortunate till he be dead.” 

These words, chanted in Greek, trouble the dawn. 


Virginia Center for the Creative Arts, 
Sweet Briar 


It was not the season for roses, 

Certainly not within me. 

Of morning glories, yes, 

Closing their purple fists on thimbles of rain, 
Of poison ivy, cicadas old as Tithonus. 


The Southern Crescent many times a day 
Roared past like a plane behind clouds. 


Kelly, Chris, Bill, Esther, 
Arthur, Layle, and John, 
Martha, Cynthia, Carl— 
None of them seeing behind the pleasant face. 


Here as at home the butterfly was monarch, 
Drifting through vine leaves outside studios. 


In this so temporary place, 
Regenerate, we all turned to you, 
Finding in daily rain your grace. 


Without You, Randall 


That autumn, alone in the house with no upstairs, 
Where Mahler could not drown the noise of the river, 
You stared at the stone dog sleeping across your desk. 
It was closer to you than flames in the fireplace, 
Singing through Bobcat’s sleep. 

Sometimes, starting a poem, you forgot the river. 
When the words stopped, the river began again. 


This year, a new cat dozes through Mahler 

And a new, heavier snow falls 

On the little house; on the double crescent 

And moon, carved in the Guilford tomb. 

In the living room your picture watches the logs turn cold. 


Without you, Randall, nothing is the same, 
Not even the sleeping cat’s mysterious dreams. 


Mary 


I have gathered your features from Quattrocento paintings. 


Your face is a morning far out at sea 

Between St. John’s in Canada and Lisbon. 

It is the Cloisters before opening hours. 

Your garments are the colors—grey, rose, blue— 
Of day before it breaks up into stars. 

Your voice is the memory of music, 

Wordless as wind in cedar. 

You do not need it for your deeper thoughts. 
Should you smile, Lady, I have imagined, 
Flowers would tumble from Botticellian clouds. 
Sometimes you stand in the gold canoe of the moon, 
Or sometimes on earth, where I can see your eyes. 


No icon is so eternal as your eyes. 
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War Poet 


The others pitied themselves. You felt compassion 
For all the blustering, scared, and cocky crew, 
Alone or massed, on earth or sea, in air, 

Who fled before their furies just as you. 


Each night, thinking of “losses” known, you lay 
Probing the ulcerous reasons why they died, 
Imagining your men as overseas, 

Dawn’s casualties adream on either side. 


You were the scribe who gave the nameless slain 
Roses redder than blood, red with their pain. 


Permanence 


O do not grieve for having lost the bird 
(Incredible streak of blue across the bough): 
Some perfect where its cobalt motion gleams, 
Suspended in the everlasting Now. 


And do not mourn that once the lady’s slipper 
Broke sadly from its stem and fell to earth. 

The eyes of God still watch it catch the sunlight 
And trace its glory backwards past its birth. 


“Again I will restore you, and you shall be rebuilt, 
O virgin Israel; 
Carrying your festive tambourines, 
you shall go forth dancing with the merrymakers.” 


—Jeremiah 31:4. 
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... of places that appear and disappear 


Adam Thoroughgood House 


This is the first brick house in America. 

A dowager flicking on and off her smile 

Swishes colonial skirts before us through the door.. 

A child’s chair squats near the fireplace. Long ago, 

A little one sat there spinning his top on the floor. 

We look at the Betsy light, which could be hung anywhere: 
The bedroom Bible that no one has read 

Since the last Thoroughgood died in that bed; 

The warming ovens, and chargers against a wall; 

A metal ruff box on the second floor; 

In the “great hall” a table set for four. 

Nothing remains of the first Thoroughgoods’s ware. 

The lady says no one knows where it went. 

And they? I think they are laughing and talking somewhere 
About flowers, or war, or this sweet Virginia air. 


Galere for Shoppers 
(Antibes) 


Let them be denied their Renoir and Picasso! 

Here are piles of green squash with smudges of gold, 
Spheres of chilly flame (sun-ripened persimmons), 
Lemons (golden balls to give a princess joy), 
Cranberries scattered (a fistful of garnets), 

Heaps of purple eggplant, mirror-like and sleek. 


Let them pack their beauty now in sacks of paper, 
Hug them close and closer to the needy heart. 
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Buddhist Temple on New Year’s Day 


This is the Year of the Snake. 

At the entrance to the enclave of the long dead 
Joss sticks burn for today only 

Before burial figures, capped and bibbed in red. 
What hungry ghost bit into that mikan 

Placed for love or fear on a moss-green tomb? 

Clicking of cameras, of yen against the grates. 

The air is spiced with incense, 

Sweet with fresh chewing gum. 


I stand apart, uneasy, without prayer. 


A child in stiff cerise and gold 
Trips, and is set upright by laughing parents. 
Ignorant of Bethlehem, the families ask for luck. 


Making my exit through the worshippers, 
“Konnichi wa,” I say. “Omedeto gosaimasu.” 
The pagan sun shines in my Christian eyes. 


Claremont Manor Graveyard 


Hanover Allen, when you built the wall 

Around your burial ground above the James, 

Did you think this tree would one day burst the bricks, 
Or the long winter rains erase the names? 


The oldest still is legible, the tomb 

That held Elizabeth, at forty-eight 

Torn from John Allen’s arms to lie beneath 
Her putti-guarded monument. The gate 


Swings on its iron hinge with every wind. 
The groundhog digs his hole; the grasses keep 
Their store of walnut and grape hyacinth 
Where Martha Griffin and her infant sleep. 


Beyond, the river runs as it did then, 
Disdainful of the little lives of men. 


Canadian Geese In a December Sky 


(Rochester, Minnesota) 


Suddenly the air 

Is silver with wings: 

Geese flying out for food, 

Then back to lake waters. 

The childless air 

All at once has many daughters 

Bright where the sunlight clings 

But also from the snow lending its brightness— 
White, unmoving snow that gilds their lightness. 


Had I not raised my eyes 

This pattern in the air 

Would have been black forever—silver drowned, 
Its cry quenched in blackness: 

That harsh, wild sound. 


The Death of the Sea 


(“The former heavens and the former earth had passed away, 
and the sea was no longer.” Revelations 21:1) 


The roses wait 

Building their fragrant nests for butterflies, 
Mockingbirds practice. 

The Japanese cherry waits 

And the candytuft, virginal white. 

Night waits, 

Black wings spread over the earth and under the skies. 


The sun will drink up the sea, 

The foam-webbed surface 

And the depths where neither light nor fish dare come. 
The breakers will be dumb. 

The sea, so beautiful and yet so dire! 

At the fire-drenched close 

Only in memory 

Will waves break. The whole world will be shore. 
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In Branches of Spruce 


(Crookston, Minnesota) 


You had brought me here to show me a secret thing; 
built in the spruce tree’s branches, a trembling square 
of cobweb—seed pearls veining a fairy’s wing. 


I sat on the garden bench quite unaware 

of the dainty artifact Your love had made. 

My eyes went out to the fields where the sunshine played 
over the squash, waist-high, with its trumpet bloom; 

out where the grey-white geese with their yellow young 
were hissing beneath a raspberry hedge’s gloom; 

and farther, where a goldfinch lightly clung 

to a bending thistle. 


Then all at once I saw, 
and the stab at my heart gave way to quiet awe 
that no one else in the whole world would ever 
rejoice in this shimmer of light suspended there; 
this cloth of silver and pearl the sun would sever, 
this veil of Veronica the wind would tear. 


You have given me this cobweb strung with rain 
like a father’s whispered word to silence pain. 


The Gingko Tree 
(Albany, New York) 


The leaves of the gingko tree at high fall 

Drop all at once, not piece by yellow piece. 

Come quickly! The leaves are going!” someone calls. 
All run to watch the tree sheared of its golden fleece. 


Better a sudden dark, after summer’s sun, 
Than to lose our gold leaves 
one 


Had I Never Come to Ossabaw 


They were waiting for me, the periwinkle, 
The razor-shell, bear’s foot, stone crab, shark’s eye 


(Those jewels of the sea) before I knew their names. 


They hid in algae or in sifted sand, 

Dreamed of my hand 

Lifting them after the inward journey. 

The deer walked on their island like so many kings. 
The solitary heron faced the newmade sun. 


In a million years the shells will be dust, 

The deer and heron sooner. And yet consider: 
Because I wrote of Ossabaw, these will endure 
Longer than the sheltered island in my skull. 


Historic Savannah 


Isaiah Davenport, builder of Georgian houses, 
What do you think of this frail dowager 

Who likes your china better than pert children 
Riding their fathers’ backs as she leads the tour? 
The eight families who lived at once in your home 
Cracking ice on the marble mantel 

Spent the coin your ancestor melted for table ware. 
Luckily none of them ever, says the lady, 


Aimed a slingshot at the carved leaves over the portal. 


The gentry of Savannah put them out 
In the name of history. Let our guide relax. 
We will leave our little offering at the door. 
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Holy Saturday at Claremont Manor 


Dogwood drifting through grey branches 
Like the thoughts of saints dead long ago. 
Iris purple and yellow against ivory stone walls. 
I am alone here on this bench, 

Within me plains of salt-white sand. 

No bird comes close, no wind. 

Not even darkness nears 

To offer me the shelter of a friend. 

On the other side of the world 

Lives go on. And somewhere in Asia Minor 
In a grave where no other corpse has lain 
A heart is beginning to beat. 


I Shall Come Alone 


All of a sudden the streets ignite with summer 
Burning a slow welcoming green. 

Bluejays and mockingbirds and cardinals 
Live at their leisure in the rentless air. 

The east wind freshens maples, bends the linden, 
And mixes up the budded strings of willows. 
Here I am in an unfamiliar city, 

One of the citizens of Norfolk, that was once 
A point (not even a capital) in a schoolbook. 

I am no more a stranger here than God. 

This summer is the vestibule of home. 


It is time to get acquainted with you, ocean, 
Finally now, in the month when roses blow 
And gulls take news of them to you, O sea. 
We have been neighbors for a year 

But I have turned a shoulder to your summons. 
I will arrive, knowing I am expected. 

You will speak in your tongue, I mine 

As sun comes up, goes down. 


I shall come alone. 


Night in Norfolk 


I have listened to the gyres of police cars 
Up, up, up, down and 
up again 
With sharp jerks between 
In imitation of man’s agony. 
Lights burn above like angry hearts. 


Come, Shepherd, 

Walk through the city. 
Quiet the steel monsters 
Prowling its black meadows 
In search of food. 


I think of small animals 
Cowering in culverts, 
Of an unhappy child 
Run away from home. 


In the fairy tales we are promised the one wish. 
I wish the death of fear. 


Ossabaw 


In the Golden Isles of Georgia the sea wind 

Runs its hand along the Spanish moss. 
Somewhere behind the house a deer is browsing. 
A pair of Sicilian donkeys chase each other. 

At the edge of the marsh a cattle egret stands. 
What are these crickets trying to tell me? 

Some bad news—that no summer lasts forever? 

I have known for a long time the sun will wink 
And go out. J alone of all the animals 

Can see death coming, can guess what it means to die. 
Meanwhile let me hear the palm trees creaking 
And believe the lies of the wind as it whispers by. 
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Peacocks at Surry Gardens, Near Claremont 


I am all questions, here in Surry Gardens, 

Where daphne blossoms scent the Easter air. 

How will June’s roses look when they appear? 
Cardinals call to each other from budded dogwood; 
What does their stichomythia mean? 

And how can peacocks, spreading their lazy tails, 
Fly up to the highest branch of long-needled pine? 


Good-bye, Surry Gardens, thanks for the entertainment. 
I will remember your peacocks, willing prisoners here 
Where the rhododendron grows, and the weeping pear. 


Reverie in the Claremont Rose Garden 


The sundial’s face I cannot read; 

No more than sparrows, understand. 
The Bassett girl and Allen lad 

Who wandered here once, hand in hand, 


Were not so ignorant as I, 

Though they believed the mockingbirds 
Who promised them eternal May. 

Now they lie under graven words. 


Where the lovers stopped to kiss 
I pause, more tuned to time than they 
(Though to the sundial’s finger blind), 
Aware that all springs pass away. 


Yet for this instant, drowned in sun, 
I too can disbelieve man’s doom. 
John and Elizabeth, roam back 
Into your garden’s sunny room! 


Rose Window 


(College of St. Teresa, 
Winona, Minnesota) 


Spokes from a spider web 
Rigid as bone— 

A circular sunset 
Mounted in stone. 


Sea Island Song 


The chuck-will’s-widow 
Sings in the Georgia night. 
Over and over and over 
She tells her name. 


The calves walk slowly 

Shearing the coastal grass, 
Crushing the leaves and branches 
At Ossabaw. 


Small things scurry— 
Hundreds of fiddler crabs 
Armored in satin moonlight 
Safer than men. 


The dawn creeps upward 
Nearing its final leap. 
The chuck-will’s-widow 
Dies into sleep. 
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Signs of the Seasons 


Spring comes to Nook Farm, opening crocuses. 

Robins return to Wisconsin after their flight from snow. 
On a certain grave there, untended the grasses grow. 
Someone I love sits in Antwerp, thinking of Paris. 

In Canterbury, elders drone in their stalls. 

Then “longen folk to goon on pilgrimages,” 

To see the watercress in the cold brook, 

Or blackbirds prancing over snow-patched meadows, 
But instead they type or dig or shop for bread, 
Unmindful of the urging of the dead. 


Sitting in a Garden at Bellagio 


The sunlight moves on noiseless feet 
Disturbing no formosa spray or maple seed 
Dropped from the cloud of tiny lungs 
Tied by threads a breeze can loosen. 

It speaks in whispers. 

I listen, trying to understand. 

“Love, so that you can understand.” 


I am become a leaf 

Neither opaque nor transparent, 
A piece of green sunlight 
Veined with memories. 


When the light walks away 
I turn to shadow. 


Las Vegas 


(To Hermes, prince of thieves, 
to whom Zeus taught the game of dice) 


This city, like Poe’s, forever burns. 
Between the changes of the signs, a blank 
Of lightlessness. Mountains soar high 
Behind them, slower changes of the sky. 


Mighty Slot-Machine, 

Gorged like the Theban Sphinx, 
Singing your lullaby, 

Where is your Oedipus? 


The Son of Man walks the Strip 
Looking for water. There is none. 
Under the waves of desert air 
Burning coals in chalice of rock 
Offered to Hermes, 

Bringer of sterile dreams. 


Spring Comes to East Lansing 


Spring is a matter of violets here, 

Of light from yellow crocuses. 

It is spray on spray of gold forsythia 

Beating on a shore of red brick wall. 

The snow falls in another tense. 

Dandelions spangle an empty field. 

Plum trees are draped in gauze dyed purple. 
Under an oak a robin stirs dry leaves. 

When the sun goes down, the night remembers 
All that the day forgets, be it angel or bird. 


In the living room with its Audubon, 

The gold clock in a glass case, 

The sheet music played by her daughter long ago, 
The widow entertains. 

I see the sudden tears in her fine gray eyes. 


In the garden, daffodils, hyacinths, hide her sorrow. 
They are as they always were. 
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Street Scene 
(French Riviera) 


She did not want lire, 

The four-year-old in her bare feet. 

She took my missal gravely 

While I searched for a metal disk inscribed Maria. 
Nice is a city of sin, no doubt. 

For me, it is always early morning there 

As a child says Ma Soeur, 

Holding like a chalice the sacred book. 

My brain knows she is grown up now 

But my heart has enchanted her; she cannot change. 
O little lover of Mary, stand there forever 
Looking up at me with trust in your solemn eyes! 


Sullivan’s Island, Near Charleston 


The brown pelican stands 
Fishing in the Atlantic. 

Gulls run around on the dunes 
Getting their breakfast. 

The sandpiper sews her seam, 
Pokes at the sand dollar 

Stamped with the sign of the rose, 
Fungus-feathered with age, 
Thrown from the ancient sea. 
The lighthouse 

Returns the giant wink of the sun. 


The pelican rises, 

Flies off smooth as a wave. 
Unlike the sea, 

It has somewhere to go. 


Who was this Sullivan 
Who stood here with one foot in paradise? 


Winter in Tokyo 


A dog howls 

Above the counterpoint 

Of Angelus and Shinto gong. 
Pines shiver against temple walls. 
Because the January sun is bright 
Loneliness sharpens. 


Far-away friends talk on in low voices. 
The happy sisters here joke in a foreign tongue. 


Pound said 

The dawn could be read 

But I know 

The sense of these words 

No more than those of the crow. 


Only the winter wind 
Can speak my language. 


Yaddo 


(Saratoga Springs) 


Spencer and Katrina, the banks are full of daisies 
Scattered with sweet william 

And the ferns grow tall. 

I walk along as you did 

On sunlight and leaf mould, 

Avoid old rain, hear a brown thrush call. 


Do you remember the smell of fresh-cut grass, 
Light the color of “white coffee” through your trees; 
Roots like giant fists reaching from the ground, 
These silly robins, that run when they can fly? 


Spencer and Katrina, three pink lotus 
Drift on the lake near the stone bridge 
Where the falling water is solid as flesh. 


Back at the mansion, the Norway pin 

Makes as dark a shadow 

As when you stood there, 

Looking up its twisted spine 

At stars more steady than your heartbeats were. 
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IV. 
... like the changing grass 


The Angel Standing in the Sun 


After the death, young Trimmer ventured where 
While Turner lived no man had dared to pry. 

What answers did he look for in Queen Square, 

The vicar’s son, amidst the piled debris— 

Tubes, brushes, wax, the jars of madder, chrome— 
Secrets of rainbowed water, swirling foam? 


What was he snooping for, a Golden Bough, 

A wand among the sables grey with mold, 

The man who catalogued that studio 

Where cats and shadows fled the north light’s gold? 
How Turner made the west more west, the sun 
Explode into a crimson eschaton? 


How many years did widow Danby set 

His simple palette, listen to him scold, 

Potter about the musty wreckage, yet 

She too betrayed him once his flesh was cold. 
From Paul’s the owner could no more protest, 
More silent now than any granite crest. 


Danby had tracked him down. Old puggy Booth, 
The street boys called him; tradesmen, Admiral— 
Because he studied skies. He hid the truth 
Fearing to shock the exhibition hall. 

She found him dying on the river’s slope, 

Beside his bed The Fallacies of Hope. 


Those final days, he felt again the storm 
Wrapping him tightly in its white despair. 
Again he heard the Houses fall, saw form 

On scarlet form go shooting through black air: 
The fire and storm, from Nature; color, light, 
That he invented faded into night. 


“Arrangements of remembrance,” Ruskin said, 
And so his pictures were, the Channel snow 
That blazed in stinging rage about his head, 
Petworth in summer when the sun was low, 
The waters at Calais that West called stone, 
Venezia in the pearly flush of dawn. 


He asked that he might have his art as shroud. 
“We'll dig you up, unroll you!” joked a friend. 
But such interment could not be allowed. 
When Dr. Price pronounced him near the end 
He gave his dreams to England, one request 
(“Keep them together!”) guarding the bequest. 


The winter month dragged on, devoid of grace. 
Slate-dark the skies. “The sun is God!” he cried, 
But grim December stared him in the face. 

One day at nine God smiled, and Turner died. 
Light, “emanation of the Deity,” 

Came at last to set the painter free. 


He could no longer roar the world away. 

The Trimmers and the Beaumonds came and went; 
“Soapsuds and whitewash... tinted steam” said they. 
The silence made them fierce and eloquent, 

Those hawks his Angel Standing in the Sun 

Bade to the feast when Turner’s day was done. 
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At Andalusia 


(for Flannery) 


The peacock spread its blue and emerald tail. 
Regina and | knew that it was she 

Who sent this sign from that profundity 

Where she dwells forever in the holy fire, 
Betrothed to her one Desire, 

In the endless reaches of the Mind that wrought 
What we call world and what she knows as love. 


First Visit to San Michele 


Garofani 

And a single laurel bush. 

Stravinsky’s is a tomb 

But Pound is there: 

A presence in the garden’s peace; 

A tune, no longer restless, in the air. 
Above the grave, 

Not yet the thyme or sweet basilicum 
A rectangle of stone, 

Not even dates, 

Whereon is carved 

The name that is to come. 


For Ruth Wallerstein 
(d. in England, April, 1958) 


You were like your name, a stone wall without a gate. 
Yet sometimes that wall was feather-light as fog. 

You were a Ruth, too, gleaning golden spears 

Of minor song on your way to Tir-na-nog. 

(You gave your journey’s end a Platonic name 

But at their core all Edens are the same.) 


When I think of you, the light of your warm dark eyes 
Speaks, over the silence, all that you left unsaid: 
Sorrows, fire-gay hopes, and a dream in code 

That I shall never decipher, now you are dead 

In a land where you went to discover Donne’s lost age, 
Charmed by the bell-branch of a yellowed page. 


Back at home, in your office another writes at your desk, 
Opens advertisements sent you, reads your books. 

Your graduate students, shuffling their close-typed cards, 
Question your image with reproachful looks 

While you smile down from an inaccessible place 
Wrapped in your customary autumnal grace. 


Only a few, disinterested, free to grieve, 

Remember with pain your pride in the title Jew 
Remember the brisk little step, the words that could leap 
Like lake trout out of the floods of things you knew. 
You are wholly idea now, possessed of all 

Who care to invoke the talisman you recall. 


During your life you were far from us, shut off 
On an island walled around by a reed-green sea. 
Many a heart stretched out its hands, caught back 
By a wiser head; you kept your mystery 

But now the need for all defense is gone. 

As if by miracle, you and our love are one. 
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For Ted Roethke 


Where are you now 
Amidst the plains of light 
The tides the skies 

The quiet glades of light 
Whence you arrived 

Out of the stormy night? 


On what far field 

O found beloved son 

Do you dance now 

The gloomy tomb behind? 
Under what sun 

On what far field 

Your easy time begun? 


From Florence to Venice 


Riding the rapido when day was falling 

I watched the vineyards marching row on row 
And on the eastern skyline misty shapes 

As if one far away should think of mountains. 
Bologna and Ferrara stood to welcome 

The passengers who stepped to them with care. 
The train gave to the towns a silver stare 
Though some were smiling as it whistled by. 
Along the brooks the cool green willows clustered. 
At Padova, hydrangeas edged the fence 

That kept the railroad out of people’s yards. 
Nearby gleamed a fiesta of old autos 

Piled high beneath the hot Italian sun. 

I traveled from Firenze to Venezia 

One golden afternoon in late July. 

The cypresses, like candles, burned for sorrow 
That men like Pound and Dante have to die. 


Garden by the Adriatic 
(1974) 


The second time I came to San Michele 

A single elm leaf lay across the stone, 

The two words of the name already blurred. 

That year the laurel flourished, the green tree 

Yeats dreamed his Anne would one day come to be. 
My roses, small and pink, looked quite at home 
Next to the yellowed leaf, on the white tomb. 

They were my wild thyme and basilicum. 


Honesty Is Hard to Find 


(A Celebration for Flannery O’Connor) 


Strange how clocks and miles have never mattered 

Since that first night we knew our separate worlds 

(Whose world is not unique?) had the same core. 

Now that you shine where miles and clocks have shattered 
Into pieces of light round as pearls 

(If metamorphosis works on your new shore), 

You are near as then, here in this room. 


You knew that tragicomedy and life 

Are synonyms, that both require a clear 
Courageous reading such as Mozart noted. 
Laughter and pain you joined, not in bird-throated 
Designs like his—no, simple as a tear 

And daily as a sunlight-splattered knife. 

Your language spoke us truth. You lived the same. 
Pray for us, out of your tree of Flame! 
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Hounters in the Snow 


(Berryman’s note to “Winter Landscape” in The Norton Introduction to Literature: 
“the subject .. . is not really the painting by the elder Brueghel 
to which from start to finish the poem refers.”) 


What were you thinking of, John Berryman, 

When you wrote “Winter Landscape”? Not the elder Brueghel? 
Not your friend Randall on his sofa watching 

The firelight on the print? Of Bill or Auden, 

Who learned from this Old Master? Or of Time, 

That destined you for no long winter hill? 

Your youth paid homage to the bitter passion 

Lived out in Massachusetts by an Anne 

Whose careful Muse turned sideways from her wounds 
Though you did not, and so she lives again 

In your configuration. No one posed 

For Brueghel in the Flemish dusk, and yet 

A loneliness that smoulders in Vienna 

Has one particular and human source 

Unique as yours. That single bird in flight 

Between the leafless tree and frozen creek— 

Is it yourself, John, falling, falling, falling 

Between the bridge and river, through the night? 


Letter to a Ghost: Randall Jarrell 


Once you were script on the margin of a poem, 

An iamb that the students made trochee, 

A face (smiling or sober) in some reference work. 
Today, on my shelf, you are neighbored by Red Warren, 
Bob Watson, friends such as I never came to be. 

I wonder what would have happened had we met. 
Greensboro now is the house set back from the road 
Where the stone rabbit runs from the new pool. 
Your room has become guest quarters, not for a ghost 
But for scholar after scholar, come from afar. 
Sometimes you race up the grass with the paper boy 
Seeing how far you can throw the Morning Star. 

It is not true to say we were strangers, Randall, 

And death is no fence, but a bridge to where you are. 


Poems for a Troubadour of Greenwich Village 


I. 


Here in this gaudy town I learned the news 

From the lips of a Black poet. Here I heard 

The absolutely unbelievable word. 

You whom I met over the morning Muse 

Of old Provence are dead. Dead. You have left 

Your Carlos, born of the third wife; left the cats 
Lonely in their East Eighth apartment; hats 
Broad-brimmed and frayed from wear. All are bereft. 
Las Vegas, “pleasant meadows” —now the place 
Where three words blotted out your hands, your face. 
I think of my November note, unread. 

What human mail can reach the human dead? 


IL. 


I lit a candle in your memory, Paul— 

Not a fat vigil light but something small, 

And destined soon to flicker out, like you. 

I stood a moment and then turned to go. 

No Advent angels, like the ones you knew 

In boyhood round the Crib, no one at all 

Walked down the aisle with me. Beyond the door 


The crowded street, and Yeats’ “the deep heart’s core.” 
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Thoughts after Hearing Songs for Eve 
in a Massachusetts Church 
(“A poem should not mean but be.” 
—Archibald MacLeish) 


John catechized: “How do you know God’s love?” 
“The proof,” Dante answered, “is 

All there is, including me, 

And the Passion Tree.” 


MacLeish, could you not see 
Your Songs reject too easily 
What Job embraced as mystery? 
Dante chose A, you C. 


Tonight your spirit, wiser, tries 
At Conway’s desk to revise 
Half-truths, half-lies. 


Tomorrow Dante, you, and I touch hands, 
Laughing the mists away, 
Grey changed for rainbows and eternal day. 


The concert over, hearers drift apart. 
These songs mean. Your life, MacLeish, not they, 
Were the true art. 


The Unveiling of the Yeats Monument 
Dublin, October 27, 1967 


I. His Wife George 


Huddled in blankets here in this wheel chair, 
Enduring eulogies of Willie 

From reputations past or to come, 

I wish the voices would all be dumb. 

Pigeons wading the autumn air 

Ignore the rhetoric as silly. 

This park is no Coole 

Where he wrote of other women: Olivia, Maude, 
Though at noon he ate with the children near Ballylee’s stream, 
At dusk returned to me in the shadowy hall. 

I wish the world would leave me to my dream 

In the jail in Palmer Road. 

So well he pretended he had forgotten the swan 
That I believed. Then his breath stopped in France, 
Parting the dancer from the dance. 

Gone, all is gone, 

Except the Cuala Press, making his verse into singing leaves. 
The sunlight never grieves, 

Age is arole only the brave play with style. 

My half-husband was so. 

From fifty on, he was the tower, 

I the Queen Anne’s Lace 

Sweetening the meadows around its base. 

The sculptor comes to greet me. Unguessed, 

A rose withers in my withered breast. 
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II. Michael Yeats 


He should have had Cuchulain for a son, or Robert Gregory. 
A “strong ghost” this of Moore’s, standing at the head 
Of the solemn crowd come in my father’s praise. 

It has no fist to hold a sword 

As did the angelic guardian Michael, 

Killer of dragons. I have not won the bays 

His poem promised me 

Written in Galway where I slept in an infant’s bed. 
My handsome wife, children who speak the Gaelic tongue, 
A seat in Ireland’s senate—what are these 

Against a battle with the sea 

Or splitting the grey heaven’s ecstasy? 

Today, as when the Sligo bells were rung 

And the bones re-buried, the shadow of his dream 
Daunts me. Yet I am more than what I seem 

And my first son shall carry his name 

Into the future like a flame. 

Father, suddenly my heart constricts. My eyes 

Stare at this statue that they cannot see. 

Michael has driven you into Paradise. 

Green be that Eden where you wait for me. 


IJ. A Member of That Minstrelsy (Brendan Kennelly) 


Can I teach my Trinity classes more than the fall, 

More than the spring, more than the rain 

(Apocalyptic sign, blessing the park)? 

Teachthem that Yeats and we after him do not go totally into the dark? 
I read them his poems, voice weaving pain 

And joy together, as in that Tower machine 

Tourists carry for guide, mounting from entry hall to sky. 
Kerry my Sligo; my woman, Peggy. Luckier than he, 

Lads and lasses (especially lasses) 

Thrill to the charm I’m said to own. 

Yet I am less a teacher than this cloth of stone 

Under Moore’s monument, figured with leaf on yellowing leaf. 
Professors carry pride beyond belief. 

Tonight, after good talk and many glasses, 

Will I remember “Learn from the oak tree how to die”? 


IV. Another Member of the Minstrelsy (Patrick Kavanaugh) 


What am I doing here at the end of my life? 

The Yeats who made a Helen of Maud Gonne 

Has no need of this praise, homespun. 

Once in Galway I left my small name scrawled 

With a tinker’s coal—witness I'd climbed the stairs 

To where he sang his lines beneath the unchanging stars. 
If I cry out, will the statue bend its haughty head 

To honor the humble dead? 

That edge of cloud hacks at the sun. 

I’m sober for once, and married to a young wife 

Softer than the swan 

That floats, somewhere behind us, down the stream, 

A wife who soon will keen my corpse in the basement flat, 
Who knows she is wed to an uncommon man. 

This thing of Moore’s is worthy of him 

It celebrates, as Salzburg is of Mozart. English greed, 
Wanting five thousand more. He should have paid to shape 
His praise in bronze, yet sends his miser’s bill. 

The thirst is on me—Guiness darker than light 

Sifted through poplar leaves. Tonight, 

When I’ve drunk my fill, 

I'll seek the fiddler past death’s shadowy gates. 

Expect me, Yeats! 


V. His Daughter Anne 


It is a terrible thing to be human. 

The statue, more tree than man, 

Radiates without feeling. Rain-washed, bronze-green, 
It wears like a general’s star the silver maple leaf 
Drifted to its giant shoulder. 

This artifact does not mourn my lost father 

Alive in my flesh on a cross of remembered pain, 

Of done and undone. 

St. Stephen’s Green is thick with famous people: 
Mother, Michael, Mr. Moore, the bards 

Who still can sing to sweeten Ireland’s wrong. 

I wish I could rest on some shoulder like that leaf, 

Or be changed to a trout at Ballylee, 

Nuzzling through Rafferty’s cellar to the swans we praised together. 
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It is over now. 

My father would have loved Moore’s blow to the bourgeoisie. 
As we walk away I hear his laughter. 

Terrible to be human. 

I think of my brushes, waiting. 


The Sun Being Now Risen 


When the blood ran out 

And the heart failed 

He lay in the side of the hill, a rock among rocks. 
The city hummed and wept in its usual way. 
Then, in the darkness, the heart began again. 
The breath re-entered its twin fragile caves. 


He stood in the garden 

On the enormous ruin of the earth 
Layered with dead upon dead 
And spoke a name. 


When the friends arrived 
There was only the folded shroud. 
He had gone before them into Galilee. 


On the windy hill 
Birds pecked at the empty tree. 


As her house brightened, 
The mother rose in welcome. 
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Praised by such writing contemporaries as Robert Penn Warren, Robert 
Creeley and Heather Ross Miller, Sister Bernetta Quinn has here her first 
book of poetry. Sister Bernetta is a nationally known scholar and critic in Ezra 
Pound, William Carlos Williams and Randall Jarrell Studies. 


Dancing in Stillness sweeps across our own and other times, richly reflect- 
ing her lyric learnedness in wide travels in America, Europe and Japan. 


